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Loser to the World,” all human comfort fl. 
And laid on Miſery's unfrequented bdſd t. 
xhauſted Nature lingering out her laſt, 65 vt | 
nd buſied Memory aching at the paſt, 
o Thee, who, prompting dreams of happier hours, 
idſt ſtrew my youthful path with fairy flowers, 
Thy poor Matilda calls: No mortal near 415 
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My laft ſad words of Penitence to hear, de . ; | 
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Friend of my opening life, to Thee I fly: _ 
I will but eaſe my burthen'd heart, and die. 


wo 
* 
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Ere the high Sun lath 
This heart may cl and all it's griefs be o'er.” 


Without one pang J quit this earthly ſphere ; ; 
Sorrow and Sin have mark'd my progreſs here. 
Little I deem'd, that every Joy. was fled, 

That endleſs woes were gathering 0 er my head, 

When laſt we roam' d, by Summer's evening gleam, 


The wild- wood hills that hang o'er Medway” $ ſtream. | 


Then, ah | my Mary, ſlumbering ſweet we lay, 
Or fondly talk d the midnight hour away. 5 
Had ſome high Power my mind preſageful borne 
Down the dark ſtormy tide of years unbotn, 
And bade before the ſhuddering Fancy riſe 


My coming crimes and long calamities; 


Warm had I pray' d, in blooming Beauty 8 glow, © 
Down to the Grave ſpotleſs and pure to 90. 


Then in a Mother's arms I calm had died; 


Then o'er my corſe had bending Brothers figh'd d: 


My Soul, by Angels led, had wing'd her flight 


To happier worlds, and realms of heavenly light; = 


And beauteous, like the Morning Star, had ſhone 
Chaſte and unſullied round my Maker's Throne, 


Far 
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Far hen now within my cheerleſs room, 
Silent and cold and lonely as the tomb, 
With hunger fainting, waſted by diſeaſe, 
Life ebbing out by fadly-ſlow degrees, 


Day after day I mourn. The ſunny ſky, 
Once beaming j Joy, is painful to my eye. 
Heavy and mournful move the hours: I tell 
From eve to morn each {low-returning bell: 
The ſting of guilt is aching at my heart ; 
And pangs convulſive bid the tear to FAR "7 
I ſpring from ſleep dewy and cold with fright Th 
I hear the death-watch in the gloom of night. 
No Siſter” s hand the healing draught prepares; 
No Mother ſoothes me ſmiling midſt her cares; 
No anxious Children tender vigils keep 


To watch the moment of departing ſleep. 1 | 
Ev'n gloomy Death, who ſtills the throbbing breaft, Es — q 
And calls the Wanderer of the world to 8 i 
Though oft invok'd to ſtrike, ſuſpends the blow, 


And leaves me lingering on midſt want and woe. 


Some better ed like 8 8 fragrant th. 
gweetening, when ſtorms are paſt, the thymy heath, 
B 2 „„ Soothe 
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- Soothe my * ſoul, and peak of happier hours, 
Like gladdening rainbows hung on gloomy ſ ſhowers. 9299112 
No houſeleſs Wanderer begg d her meal in vain; N 
No Orphan Maid unpitied told her pain; 
I joy'd to hear the Sabbath's holy bell: 

My tears of ſhame in warm devotion fell, 
Through echoing iſles when ww argans roll, 
And * fire the rifing ſoul. 


In vain, in vain | No gentle ow Lakes: 
= Relenting VIEW d my. crime, or ſooth d my woe. 


Hard is 3 hs falls in Re owes lie o 
Stranger to all the heavenly ſweets of Trutn. 
She to the ſummer fields and ſunny plain 
Looks aching back, but ah! looks back in vain. 

For her the diſtant Friend forgets to moan: 
Her pale with ſorrow Parents bluſh to own: 15 
For her in ſecret Pity heaves a ſigh, 

But dares not wipe the tear that wets her eye. 

'F he ſpotleſs Maiden bluſhes at her ſhame, 

And Chaſtity with trembling hears her name. 


Ah 


„ 7} 
„ wher v r flaſh'd' wick youth; 

Beating with hope, and pure with heavenly truth, 
The virgin Train; in beauty 8 opening charms, 
Beam all unconſcious 'of approaching harms ; 
Tell them from her, who, blameleſs once and BY 
Hath long awak d to Miſery”: $ mournful day; * 
Tell them from poor Matilda's dying tongue - . 
On dying lips perſuaſion oft hath hung — 51 
Though ceaſeleſs ſmiles the dimpled cheek s; ; 
Though Fathers raptur'd on their beauty _—7 
Though golden ſlumbers ſoothe the tranquil night, 

And the blythe Morning calls to ſweet delight; — 
vet let them once their eir Virgin Honour ſtain, . 
No ſpringing joy ſhall touch their hearts again : — 
Their hours in one long mournful courſe ſhall run: 
Sad ſhall they linger i in the ſummer ſun: 
Scenes of delight ſhall but embitter woe: 

And 8 be all the reſt their ow hearts know. r 


Oft * this heart, with ſhame wad ſorrow probs. d, 
Sigh'd for the pangs that wrung my Parents? breaſt. - 
Ye native Hillocks, down whoſe funny fide 
"no bloſſom d Orchards breathe their ſragrance wide; 


Ye 
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Ye nn Limes that Worn my en eye; 
Ye ſhadowy Elms my Father gave to riſe— 
Twas yours to echo with that Father $ groans 
Twas yours to liſten to a Mother's moans. 
Forlorn they ſought your melancholy ade ; $ nod 
'T hrough your wild walks in muſing grief they * d. 7 
My voice on every hillock had been heard 5's ends 11) 
In each low dell my fancied form appear d Nr n 
4 And every moſs- grown ſeat and favourite ten ae 
Roſe A on the nl 906 told. . . 
Ves, hapleſs Sire, Pu you my, ; heart did ae 
Vou ſaw my empty ſeat at morning me: | 
You paſs” d my ſilent ſolitary door; ani} 1 
Lou walk d at eve, but walk d with me no more. 1 
Ihe ſtranger Fair, when o'er her harp ſhe hung, 0 
Wak' d the ſad thought, how once Matilda ſung. ers 
You mus d; you pin d in thought; from joy you fled ; 3 
And 2 ſunk 3 to the dead, 
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On that fad 15 when wild in * Iran, 
Far from : a Mother 8 ae, to faithleſs Man; ; 


? 1 
4 
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When at my 8d all happy ſat ae Youth; 

Inſpiring tendereſt thoughts, and ſwearing truth; 

Ev'n then Contrition o'er my boſom ſtole, 

And Melancholy chill'd my muſing ſoul : _ 
Where'er I turn d, 1 figh” d; and left with tears 

The hills and ales * _ d ur infant ous 


* 


Ev'n on the 4210 PG of F ortune lacs; * 
With Wealth adorn'd, with proud Attendants grace” d, 
* hough gay pavilions brighten” d to my view, "rr 
Though, like a Star, the public gaze I drew, 
Yet Pleafure palling ficken'd at my heart: 

High ſtruggling Honour' gave the tear to ſtart, 

For ſpotl eſs Kindred tainted by my ſhame, 

For Virtue's thought ſerene and ſacred name, 

For the fad wreck of my immortal mind, 

And that eternal Peace T'neer might find. 


With ſhuddering dread my dying eyes I throw 


Back on the dreary ſcenes of guilt and wh” 
On the wide world a lonely Wanderer caſt, 
By every human n unheeded 4 
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The indignant Matron pointing at my — 10 ls i 
My preſence baleſul to an honeſt amm 
Nature foregoing het. matergal care. 


And rendering up my heart to blank a e ne 
1 ſprung, . flew. to Guilt's polluted nn 
I dard Mis fortune 3 check, dithe; tear that, fell; 
Gave up * vain FRI for earthly bliſs, 


uin's dark ae, 3 
ve 8 of Naa gaily, "wn *wougy Ven fave” 

Midſt F: ancy”: 8 fairy walks and warbled ſong j | | 

Daughters of Bliſs, who ſweep, with ſilken train, 

To midnight ſhews and F aſhion's brilliant Fane; | 

When, Meteor like, through glittering; ſtreets ye fly, S 


And give your ſplendors to the public eye; _ 
Turn, Pipins turn, where houſeleſz, female-forms 1 
* lie al-joylefs _ OD 3 3 

And breathe when their . 1 moans; 


143.4 


Bow d * — _ * . Fr ory 5 
Or worn at length, like poor Matilda, bend 
Beneath their woes, and die without a F riend. 
1 ſaw, 


"TY 7 „ 

ſaw, I ** law, with Wedded: feet] 7 

The beauteous Mourner ſtray from ſtreet to ſtreet : 
On the damp Earth, beneath the dripping thed, 
Languid ſhe laid her melancholy head : 


— 


Pale was her cheek, that met the 1 icy air; 

Her faded eye was fix d, as in deſpair; j 

Keen blew the wind, and wild came down the ſhow . 
But her cold heart had ceas'd to ache with woe. 
How chang” d from her, who, midſt her native bowers, 
Tended at ſetting ſun her fragrant flowers; 
Or warbling ſweet, to ſoothe a wearied fire, 


Touch d to ſome tender tune her golden wire. 


Ho bleſs d the bete che ſpotleſs Maiden his J 
To her the ſtream of life unruffled flows. 
She daily riſes to domeſtic ſweets; 
She wakes a ſmile on every face ſhe meets; 
Glad on her ear a Father's bleſſings ſound; 
Her artleſs mirth at morning meal goes ig 
For her the Spring unfolds it's fragrant blooms f 
For her the bloſſoms ſhed their ſoft perfumes. 
Hers 1 is the Age when melting boſoms prove 
The ſweet delirium of commencing Love. mT. 
443 ou 0 Stranger 


8 , x 
Stranger to guile, unbroken yet by woe, 
Nor tau ght that ſorrow is our lot below, 


She fondly hangs on Hope's enchanting themes, 
And ſoothes her llumbers with romantic dreams. 


Ah W Fin remember'd ah a tear, 

To lonely muſing Melancholy dear |! FEAR 

Viſions of Youth, to you my Fancy flew | 
Sorrow enhanc'd the bliſs which Memory drew. 
Thou penfave « Star of Eve, whoſe beams were ſhed 
O'er weſtern hazels on our tranquil bed ; 

Ve woodbine bowers in artleſs Childhood rear d; 
Ve morning birds, by ripling waters heard ; 

With holier } Joy than once my Soul poſſeſs d, 

With ſolemn calm and melancholy reſt, 

In ſcenes like yours I wiſh'd my courſe to end, 
And ſee in peace my evening Sun deſcend. 

When paſs d my miſerable days of blame, | 
When paſs'd my long and cheerleſs courſe in ſhame, 
When worn and faded with continuing woes, | 
Nature grown languid with inceſſant throes, 

Sweet had it been to bid afflictions ceaſe; 

Around our tranquil hearth to talk of peace; 


To 


1 „„ 
To lull my Mary s cradled Babe to > ruſt; 
To weep the Wanderer's Tale, and cher FA leak 


Or touch the lute, beneath our peaceful vine, 


TV ſome poor Mourner' $ ſorrowings ſad as mine. 


Bleſt * the ſpot, where hopeleſs Wanderers reſt, 
Where Grace returning ſoothes the ſfadden'd breaſt! 
Thou ſacred Pile *, to tender muſing dear, 
Friend to Diſtreſs, when not a Friend is near, 

Of all the ſplendid domes, that tower on high | 
Beneath the ſetting ſun and morning ſky, 
*Tis thine to raiſe the Soul's divineſt heat: ne. 
And Pity claims thee for her favour'd Seat. 
Low in thy cells the pious Mourner lies : 

Thy echoes murmur penitential ſighs. 
Red ocer their cheeks repentant bluſhes glow ; 
And warm the tears of deep Contrition flow. 
Mild trembling Modeſty renews her grace, 
Softens the eye, and meekly bends the face. 
Deſcending Angels lend their guiding care, 

| Prompt every ſigh, and breathe in every prayer. 
When facred Songs their rifing boſoms fire, 
And glowing fervours all their ſouls inſpire, 


* Thou ſacred Pile] The Magdalen. 
C 2 Hymns 


e TW. 
Hymns of delight are harp'd' by Saints above; 
And God approves the heavenly work of Love. 


Alas! while far from Pity's beaming eye, 
All hopeleſs and uncomforted I die, 8 
F eeling for human kind I bleſs the hand 
Thus ſtretch'd in Mercies o'er a favour'd land, 
Ah Thou“ who bending from the imperial throne 0) 
Turneſt thine ear to Miſery 8 feeble groan, 
I ſee Thee lead to life and joy again 
The faded friendleſs melancholy train: 
1 ſee Thee ſmiling huſh the mournful moan 
Of the poor Babe unfather d and unknown: „ 1 5 
I hear Thee liſp d by many an Orphan's tongue A+ 
I hear thy name at holy Matins ſung. 
Long to thy ſoul ſhall Memory whiſper peace, 
Steal Thee from grief, and calm Thee in diſeaſe; 
Soothe the laſt pang, that ſtops thy ſtruggling breath, 
And fluſh with ſoft delight thy cheek in death. p 
When call'd from Earth that ſacred Power to know, 
Whoſe work of Mercy Thou haſt done below, 
Spirits of Peace ſhall bear thy Soul away, 5 14 
And Angels hymn 1 hee to eternal day. 
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A Theu] Tee Majeſty, Patroneſs of the Magdalen and Fonndling Charities. 
Through 


17 1 

pf hirovgh hopeleſ griefs did loſt Matilda roam : 
Once, ſpent with woes, I ſought my youthful home; * 
Tas dark December. Weary, ſad, and flow, 
| Ofer frozen heaths, and valleys cold with ſnow, 

1 wander'd on: — The winter's ſearching ſtorm 
Pierc'd keen and ruthleſs through my languid form. 

Yet Hope was mine, the ſoothing Hope, again 
To wander muſing o'er my native plain 
Again to view the Cot with limes o erhung; 55 
Again to liſten to a Mother 8 tongue; 1 

Or ſilent gazing, round our evening fire, 
Trace the remember'd features of my Sire. 
Ah dear deluſive Fancies | borne away, 
Like Autumn's golden clouds at ſetting day 
No more I view'd the Cot with limes 0 'erhung 3 ; 
No more I liſten'd to a Mother's tongue; 
Nor ſaw my Sire, around the cheerful blaze, 
Hang on is faded Child with ardent e 1 


Sad from the hills, whine oft we wont to roam 
At ſetting Sun around our peaceful home, 

Through aged Elms, that o'er the hamlets bend, 
I faw the diſtant village ſpire aſcend ; ; 7 
. — That 


a1] 


T bat pins ſo oft beheld with warm m delight; 25 
When, wild from ſchool, I gain'd the wiſh d-for * 
Aching at heart I paſs'd each humble ſtile, 
On which at evening hour we lean'd awhile : 


Each hedge-row path, that heard our artleſs talk, 
Each tree, the limit of our tranquil walk, | 


Teem'd mournful with the paſt ; and every glade 
Told of a bliſs, that mark d its lonely ſhade. 
Jad was the tomb, that held the reverend Dame, 
Who taught my lips to liſp my Saviour's name: 

Sad was the ſpot, where many an Youth was laid, ö 
With whom we ſported 1 in the beechen ſhade. 

And long I linger'd round my Parent's grave, 

And mark d the willow fadly-murmuring wave; 
And heard the feeble Matron pitying tell, 

How ſorrowing day by day they gradual fell, 

I faw their home a mournful ruin lie : 

I heard the winds through rifted chambers foh. 
From mouldering hearths their ſpirits ſeem'd to call: 
Their fancied ſhadows paſs'd along the wall — 
Each word and look, that wrung their hearts below, 

Roſe on my mind, and whelm' d my ſoul i in woe. 


I bd 


. 5 
I bum'd 8 to view their once. lov d . again * 
I burn'd: to tell them all my tale of pain: 


1 ſigh'd; 1 wept; I pray d to be dee N 
I gave their fainted Souls in care to Heaven. 


Ah Shades rever dl my ſorrows ſoon will ceaſe ; 
I ſoon may meet you in the Realms of peace. 
Farewell thou Sun, whoſe riſing glories beam 
'The bright effu lgence of a Power ſupreme :— :— 
Farewell delighttul Spring : and balmy Airs: a 
Farewell the human face and human cares. 5 
F £0, I go: My Soul i is on the . 

Bear, bear me, Angels, to your a Ting: * 
Where ſtreaming Joys from viewleſs Glory flow, 
And purer Forms with beaming radiance glow, 


Though one long crime hath ſoil'd the immortal mind, 
And ſunk the nobler Nature of my kind ; 


Vet is not all the glorious work debas'd ; 
| The Maker's N is not full cffac d. 


Thou high Almighty Power, to whom alone 
The muſing heart and filent thou ght are known; 


Thou, 


e | 
| * . eu, at · W hoſe Throne, ere evening Stars aſcend,” 1 
| My trembling Spirit, ' borne on high, may bend > 
| : 4 „„ Wanderer comes, who, ern in in ani ſhame, | | iT 
| Hung on thy word, and bleſs' d thy holy name. ako 
=; Thou know' ſt my Soul; Thou ſaw ſt Contrition W 
5 5 Ere form d in words or ſwimming 1 in my eyes. . 
Thou died'ft the hopeleſs Penitent Wk: LE + 
| *Twas thine to lift him glorious from the Grave. 92A 
Protect the ruins of the noble mind; 20g. 1 
Protect the inniortal work Thyſelf dere d. 
From thy eternal glory flow d my Soul: e 
Tis made to live, when worlds have ceas d to roll. | 
. Form it for Angel Oe and Joy P:: 
| 1 Renew the unſullied thought, and ſtamp it Thine. 2 
| F 11M 


* 


